Beyond the Limit of your Time and Space? 
No, I muſt ſend*you to another Place. 

| LADY. Fi 
You learned DoRors, now expreſs your Skill, 
And let not Death of me obiain his Will. 


The Great Meſſenger f MORTALITY: 
Or, A Dialogue betwixt DEATH and a LADY. 


> Tho? thy vain Heart to Riches was inclin'd, Pr -our Cordials. tbe me Combs i 
"IH ; . epare your Cordial:, let me Comfort find, 

Tl Yet thou muſt die, and leave them all betrind. . My Gold fhall fly like Chaft before the Winds 

r- LADY. DEATH. | 


My Heart is cold, I tremble at the News. 
Here's Bags of Gold. it thou wilt me excuſe, 
And {eizc on thoſe (thus finiſh thou the Strife) 
On fuch as are a weary of their Lite. 

Are there not many bound in Priſon ſtrong, 

In bicter Grief of Soul have languifh'd long, 
From all would find a Grave, a Place of Reſt, 
From all their Grief, in which they are oppreſt, 
Befides, there's many with their hoary” Head, 
And Palfy Joints, by which their Joys are fled, 
Reteafs thou them whoſe Sorrows are lo great. 
Bur ſpare my Life to have a longer Date. 


DEATH. 
Tho” they by Age are full of Grief and Pain, 
' Yet their appointed Time they muſt remain. 
I come to none before my Warrant's feal'd, 
And when it is, they mult ſubmit and yield, 
T take no Bribe, belteve me, this 3s frue, 
Prepare yourlelf to go, | come for you. 


LADT. 


Death, be not. io ſevere, let me obtain 

A lictle longer Time to live and reign. 

Fain would | ſtay, if thou my Life wilt ſpare, 

I have a Danghrer beautiful and f-ir, 

I'd live to fee her wed, whom 1 adore. 

Grant me but this, and IT will ask no more. 
DEAT H. 


Forbear to call, their Skill will never do, 
They are but Mortals here, as well as you, 
I give the faral Wound, my Dart is ſure, 
*I is far beyond the DoQor's Skill to cure. 
How freely can you let your Riches fly. 
To purchaſe Death, rather than yield to die. 
But while you flourifh'd here in all your Store, 
You would not give one Penny to the Poor, 
The? in God's Name they Suit to you did make, 
You would not ſpare one Penny for his Sake. 
My Lord beheld wherein, you did amils, 
And calls you hence to give Account for this. 
E&ADY. | 
Oh, heavy News! muſt I no longer ſtay ? 
How ſhall I ſtand in the grea: Judgment Day ? 
Down from her Eyes the cryftal Tears did flown 
She ſaid, None knows what I do undergo. 
Upon a Bed of Sorrow here | he, 
My carnal Life makes me afraid to dic. 
My Sins, alas! are many, hols and foul. 
Lord Feſus Chri/t bave Mercy on my Soul. 
And tho' I do delerve thy righteous Frown, 
Yet pardon, Lord, and pour a Bkffing downs 
I hen with a dying Sigh her Heart did break, 
And did the Pleaſures of this World fortake. 
Thus may we lee the High and Mighty fall» 
For cr zel Death ſhews no Reſpe&t ar all, 


Bk 


DEAT H. 
E ATR Lady, lay your coftly Robes afide, 
No 'onger may you glory in your Pride © 
Take Leave of all vour carnal yain Delight, 
I'm come co fummon you away this Night. 
LADY. 
What bold Attempt is this? prav Tet me knows 
From whence you come, and v hither I muſt go. 
Shall I, who am a Lady, ſtoop or bow 
To ſuch a pale-faced Vifige, Who azt Thon? 
DEA IH, 
No you nct know me? Well, PII rel you then, 
*T'is F that coi quer all the Sons of Men. 
No Pitch of Honour from my Dart is free; 
My Name is Death, have you not heard of me? 
CAD Y. 


Yes, I have heard of thee, Time after Time , 
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But being in the Glory of my Piime, 
{ did not think you wovld have call'd ſo foon. 
W Þy mult my Morning Sun go down at N 00D ? 
DEATH. 
Talk not of Noon, you msy as well be mute, 
This js no Time at all tor to dijpnre. 
Your Riches, Jewels, Gold, +nd Garmemts brave; 
Your Houtcs, Lands, mult a; new Maiters have. 


SAESC5 


This is a ſlender frivolous Excuſe. 

I have you fait, and will not let you loofe. 
Leave her to Providence, for you muſt go 
Alnng with me. whether you will or no. 

F, Dexth, command Kings to leave their Crowns, 
And at my Feet they lay their Sceptres down. 
It unto K:ngs this Favour I nor give, 

But cut them oit, can you expe to live & 


PREZ k PREER 


To any one of high os low Degree. 

Great Men fubmic ro Death as well as we. 
Tho? they are gay, their Lives are but a Spany . 
A Lump of Clay, lo vile a Creature's Mar 
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Priated an Sold in Bow-Church-1; ard, Londins 


